CHAPTER    XIII
THE only light in the lock-up came through the chinks in
the wall from the adjoining room, and when his eyes had
accustomed themselves to the gloom, Rashleigh made out the
form, of a tall, powerfully-built man lying in an opossum rug
on the floor. The prisoner made no teply to his salutations,
and resisted all his efforts to draw him into talk, until Rash-
leigh lighted a pipe. Then the man sat up and asked for a
fill of tobacco, as he, being handcuffed, was unable to get at
his smoking equipment himself.
When his pipe was well alight the stranger abandoned his
very reserved manner, smiling grimly as he nodded towards
the wall, behind which his captors were making merry on the
spirits which they had brought for the celebration of their
capture.
4 Aye, booze away, my boys!* he said sardonically. sYou
think you've done a mighty clever thing; but my turn is com-
ing again a damned sight sooner than you guess P
It was already obvious to Rashleigh from what he had
overheard that this was no ordinary prisoner, but the
answers to the questions which he put to the man were met
evasively; and finding that the fellow's taciturnity had re-
turned as a result of these inquiries, he made himself as com-
fortable as he could and went to sleep, congratulating himself
on being even for a few days free from the horrors of the
Arlack homestead. He seemed to have been asleep for some
hours, when he was awakened by a rdugh shaking and some-
one saying, 'Get up and come along!7 Still dazed with sleep,
the only thing he noticed at first was that the door of the
lock-up was open, and that the tall figure of his fellow-
prisoner was walking towards it. He sprang up and began to
dress himself, but before he had finished the man reappeared.
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